A     LONDON    YEAR

At the corner of Horse Guards Avenue the
mounted band of the ist Life Guards is playing a
cheerful fox-trot: such a sweet mellow band, with
plenty of tum-tumming from the saddle drums that
bulge on either side of the plump, piebald drum
horse. The band sits its white horses, the drummer
puts in a lot of jazz work, the bandmaster waves
his baton and there is a syncopated crash. The
horses look mildly outraged !

' Put on another record, guv'nor ! * cries the Voice
from the Crowd.

You approach the House of Lords between two
lines of waiting troops. Parliament Square is an
immense loneliness with its black throng held back
by the single line of scarlet. At the doorway you
are scrutinized. Your ticket is examined as though
it might be a faked bank-note. They cannot be too
careful. Now and then they make mistakes. Not
so long ago a little bent man carrying an ancient
bag arrived at the House of Lords on the morning
of the Opening of Parliament. The suspicious eye
of the sergeant fell upon him, so he was stopped
and the police, gathering round, asked in one voice
for his pass :

* Pass ? * asked the stranger.   c And why do I need
a pass ? "

* Afraid I can't let you in without one,' said the
sergeant, with a baleful eye on the bag.

The little old man dropped the bag and fumbled
for a card. Then all the police saluted shyly.

61 carry my damned robes and things in this/
said the little man, picking up his bag. ' I hate
show !'

The peer passed. I could tell you his ancient
name; but he might not like it.
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